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traveller dining the last month had been plundered ; and,
only the night before my arrival, they had, in revenge for
some attempt of the governor to interfere, burned down a
farm-house a few miles without the gates.

When I entered the hotel, the landlord came up to me and
advised me to postpone my departure for a few hours, as a
great lady from Madrid was about to venture the journey,
and depart at midnight towards Malaga with a strong es-
cort. He doubted not that she would consent with pleasure
to my joining their party. I did not feel, I fear, as grateful
for his proposition as I ought to have been. I was tired of
Cordova ; I had made up my mind to depart at a particular
hour. I had hitherto escaped the brigands; I began to sus-
pect that their activity was exaggerated, Afc the worst, 1
apprehended no great evil. Some persons always escaped,
and I was.confident in my fortune,

* What is all this ?' I inquired of Lausanne.

< "Tis a great lady from Madrid,' replied Lausanne.

' And have you seen her ?'

41 have not, sir ; but I have seen her husband.'

* Oh ! she has a husband; then I certainly will not stop
At sunset we go,J

In half an hour's time the landlord again entered my
room, with an invitation from the great lady and her lord
to join them at dinner. Of course I could not refuse, al-
though I began to suspect that my worthy host, in his con-
siderate suggestions, had perhaps been influenced by other
views than merely my security.

I repaired to the saloon. It was truly a Gil Bias scene.
The grandee, in an undress uniform, and highly imposing
in appearance, greeted, me with dignity. Tie was of middle
age, with a fine form and a strongly-marked, true Oastilian
countenance, but handsome. The senora was exceedingly
young, and really very pretty, with infinite vivacity and
grace. A French valet leant over the husband's chair j